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A SONG 


HERE is a singing in my heart to-night, 
And what sings there ? 
Love and beauty and delight, 
And the world so fair. 


There is a grieving in my heart to-night 
In London Town, 

With murk and gloom and dolorous plight . 
Bearing me down. 


There is a wonder in my heart to-night 
At life’s strange web, 

And joy and sorrow, dark and light, 
Their flow and ebb. 
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THE WEST COUNTRY 


HE country folk are quiet in the west, 
Hearts that are calm and full of peace they 
- keep, 
Gravely their eyes look out to see the best, 
‘Kindly they speak and dreamlessly they sleep. 


The rock-fringed sea is bluer in the west, 
The gorse more golden, softer are the rains, 
The harvest richer; that primeval rest 
That crowned creation on the land remains. 
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WILD FLOWERS IN BURMA 


RCHID, perfumed frangipanni, 
Red hibiscus, oleander 

Fringe the roadway, peep from cranny, 
Greet us everywhere we wander. 

Those our faithful Burman sets 
In an earthen Segaing bowl, 

Mingled with the blooms he stole 
From the old pagoda tree; 

Or a village headman brings 
Golden freckled orchid sprays, 
Such as decked the feasts of kings 

~ In the long forgotten days. 
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MARCH DAYS 


HAT queer spring feel in the air, 
Bright and light, 
’Twixt day and dark, 
In the months when trees are still bare, 
And rarely the lark 
Is poised in flight. 


When the cool day’s wind turns chill, 
At eventide, 
Silver and grey, 

And the wayfarer takes his fill 
Of the spring’s first day 
In its early pride. 


When the green is showing on larches 
And pale-stemmed birch 
In the woodland dale, 
And the branches bud in their fretted arches, 
While primrose frail 
Peeps as we search. 


That strange content in the heart 
At spring’s new birth 
That the March day brings; 
A passionate joy to be part 
In the growth of things 
To adorn the earth. 
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THE RISING OF THE IRAWADDY IN MARCH 


HOUGH no rain fell for many a weary day, 
No rain through Burma, yet the river ran 
Higher at Mandalay and past Pag&n; 
And there was wondering in Mandalay 
Why in that rainless land the river rose ; 
But someone said: ‘“‘ A thousand miles away, 
On Chinese peaks, the sunshine melts the snows,” 


/ 


Bt 


Ad Vitam 


THE SPIRIT OF THE MOORLAND 


HERE the moorland, fold on fold, 
All honey-scented, violet-grey, 
Is silver pale against the gold 
Of the horizon at the close of day, 
Where the grassland clasps the moor 
And sheep are lonely bleating nigh, 
And a hawk at poise is hovering o’er, 
Its beating wings dark on the golden sky, 


’Tis there I am attuned to the moorland notes, — 


’Tis then I feel the moorland spirit stir, 
And not for gifts of frankincense or myrrh 
Would I forget the honey-scent, that floats 
So softly by, as the great spirit roves 

And over hill and moor unceasing moves, 
Till stretching to the utmost edge 

It leaves me waiting on some lonely ledge, 
And wide and far, and great and strong, 
And silent, all enfolding, all unchanged 
Through the unnumbered ages long, 

It stretches upward-rising, world estranged. 
Thus littleness will fade, and passion spent 
Will fling its fiery hotness to the chase, 
Where pain and narrow purpose lent 

Some meaning to the headlong race. | 


But on the moor, our thought may beat its wings, 


As that lone sheep may bleat, our pain may call, 
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Yet all that in our hearts most loudly sings 

Out on the moor is scarce a sound at all. 

Some greater purpose, greater thought be there! 
The moorland spirit frowns and smiles and lives; 
Our little purposes more strength may bear, 

If we can grasp what broader purpose gives 

Of meaning to our life ;—a greater strife 

In which the puny dies, the stronger thrives. 

Oh, moorland spirit! give us back the strength 
We knew, for fearless fight, 

And struggles through the length 

Of days, and teach the innermost repose 

Of that encalming power, thy breadth and height, 
Which ever self-creating outward grows. 

And there the moorland lies all grey 

In the slow fading of the sun’s last ray; 

Valley and slope are shadowed o’er, 

_ And where the grassland creeps into the moor 
Early the dew kisses the earth and falls, 

And still the lone sheep bleats and calls; 

The hawk is gone, an auburn moon 

Is rising in the East, 

The spirit of the moorland seems 

Almost to challenge and to mock my dreams; 
Then passing with benignant grace, 

Swift leaves me where I lay,—at least 

Aware of musings to firm purpose giving place. 
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THE DWELLERS IN THE JUNGLE 


I 


HEN I recall the East I wandered through 
In dreams, the varied scenes I met with there, 
The magic breath of incense-laden air, 
The forest tracts entrancing, rich in hue, 
I wonder now whence comes the vision new 
To disenchant my fancies unaware 
And secret paradox of life lay bare, 
Till other pictures of the East I view: 
Mysterious, strange and sinister the lands 
‘Where loneliness and silence fret the heart 
And breed the cynic fatalist in boys; 
They come, the torch of hope within their hands, 
To find their fortune‘in the woodland art, 
And drop the torch, in chase of fleeting joys. 


II 


I wonder why the Eastern forest lures 

Its lovers on to some strange discontent, 

And breeds a restless brooding temperament, 
Which neither sameness nor restraint endures ; 
Yet song, or wine some transient peace allures 
To wilder spirits, who are prison-pent 

By such enchantment, which a semblance lent 
Of freedom, but more rigorous bonds ensures. 
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Are they so lost to joy and hope and gladness, 
Those cynics ? So unfree and so outworn 

The tender thought, the nobler aim? Ah! No, 
For love and kindness linger in their madness, 
The generous deed, the gentle word is born, 
Unstinted gift to comrades as they go. 


Ill 
The forest for its beauty first we care; 
The silent trees, save for a crackling leaf; 
The flashing birds with cries so piercing, brief ; 
The sounds of morn and eve, the sudden blare 
Of the cicada’s shrill; the colours rare; 
And next, beneath the trees, the fond belief 
That nature’s loneliness belieth grief ; 
Remote from men to challenge life we dare, 
We commune only with our lonely selves, 
Deny the bonds of kindred love and friends, 
Freedom we worship more than man or God; 
Apart, alone, within himself he delves 
Who seeks for peace; yet his distraction ends 
At goals undreamt and on some homelier road. 
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BOX HILL 


N shade of juniper and yew, 

A leafy carpet to our feet, 
We sat and talked alone, we two, 
A fallen tree-trunk for our seat. 


The dripping trees, all diamond-decked, 
Were bending silent o’er our heads, 

The bramble shoots, with raindrops flecked, 
Nestled and crept in beechen beds. 


Oh, haunted woods! some spirit great 
Is lingering oft-times near you still, 
. We see him waiting by the gate, 
We hear his voice upon the hill; 


Who erstwhile dwelt beneath the brow, 
Weaver of tales and timeless song, 

His words are unforgotten now, 
His message still sounds clear and strong. 


And there a February bird 
Is singing now the selfsame notes 
As once within these woods he heard, 
On vanished days from other throats. 


The songs remain: the singers go: 
And whither ? to the fountain spring 
From which they came, and whence there flow 
The life and beauty that they sing. 
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THE TROPICAL RAIN THAT CAME NOT 


SOFT breeze sighed through the leaves, 
Rustled the thatch of straw, 

Just where it peeps round the eaves, 

While the plantain flapped and I saw 

The ground of the dry paddy-fields 

Swirling right up in the gust 

Of the sudden wind, as it yields 

Unto heaven its offering of dust; 

The clouds in the sky had grown dark, 

Sombre and heavy with rain, 

Still through the gale we could mark 

The flutter of palm-leaves again ; 

Then the wind died to a calm 

And the sky was blue and clear, 

The plantain was still and the palm ; 

But the rain,—for its scent was to come, 
_ Cool and fragrant and sweet,— 

Unfallen when the wind fell dumb, 

Had kissed the earth at our feet. 
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THE MILLER 


AM treading out the corn, 
The wheat from the chaff, 
I began when I was born: 
I hear the gods laugh. 


I am threshing out the wheat, 
The kernel from the husk, 

The gods I’m glad to greet, 
Here, in the dusk. 


I am grinding at the mill 
With life’s grinding-stone, 

At the windmill on the hill: 
I hear the gods moan. 


It is shining in my eyes, 
The light that was out; 

The wind begins to rise: 
I hear the gods shout! 


I’ve heard it all my life— 
The moaning of the gear ; 

’Tis a symbol of the strife: 
I feel the gods near. 


It is sounding in my ears, 
The call of a voice; 

I am answering with tears: 
I know the gods rejoice. 
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There is silence in the mill ; 
The miller-man is dumb; 

They have laid him ’neath the hill: 
He heard the gods come. 
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TO A CARAVAN ARAB IN THE SAHARA 


S it far to Timbuctoo? ; 
Why! It takes a month or two, 
Through the brown and gold and blue. 


Oh! Arab, Arab in the white burnous, 
Do you foot it all the way ? 

And do you sometimes stop and pray 
To Allah, Allah in his garden ? 

Or do you say ? 

I am young and strong and gay, 

The time’s not come for me to pray, 
But when I am grown old, 

Upon a mat the livelong day 

Pll sit and pray and pray 

To Allah, Allah in his great Mosquée. 


Ah! Arab, Arab in the white burnous, 
Is it you I sometimes hear 

Across the desert far and near, 

Fluting with a reedy note ? 

Or do you say? 

It’s for me to work to-day 

Nor from the caravan to stray, 

But foot it, foot it all the way 

To Timbuctoo 

Through the brown and gold and blue. 
I will let the flaneurs play 


20 


x 


Ad Vitam 


Upon the flute by night and day, 
Beside the tomb of a Marabout, 
Fluting, fluting far away 

From Timbuctoo, 

Which we reach in a month or two. 


And Arab, Arab in the white burnous, 
Why do you go so far and wide 

Across the desert with swinging stride ? 
Till your shoes are worn through, 

In the walk from Timbuctoo, 

Or do you say? 

If Allah willed that I should pray 

All day long in the great Mosguée, 

Or that I should play the flute, 
Leaning against a palm-tree root, 
Then Allah willed it, it must be, 

But Allah, Allah in his garden, 
Willed that I should go on foot 

Back and forth from Timbuctoo, 
Which we reach in a month or two, 
Through the brown and gold and blue. 
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A SUBURBAN GARDEN IN LATE AUGUST 


SPIED a garden with a blaze 
Of colour in a crowded space ; 

The jasmine sweet the door embowers, 
’Midst clematis dark-massed with flowers, 
And tall yet limp the hollyhocks 
Stand by the pungent-scented phlox; 
While the late rose, crimson or gold, 
All startled, stares to be alone; 
Nasturtium peeps from leaves grown old, 
Straggling, in sad disorder strown. 


Geraniums fierce and scarlet flash 

- Their brightness ’neath a weeping ash, 
Which drops long arms the earth to reach, 
While tarnished shade of copper beech 
Bedims a bordered hiding nook, 
Where Jacob’s ladder, cool and blue, 
’Midst southernwood and late-flowered rue, 
Outstrips the grey-green lavender; and look! 
A little violet hiding low, 
Just where the rock-rose used to blow. 


Yet all is worn by the August sun, 

And decked with webs the spider spun; 
Still there is grace to be admired 
Even ’midst brick adjoining homes 

Of workers crawling dull and tired 
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From toil in dingy rooms and hot 

To each thus flower-emblazoned plot 
With all the chosen well-loved blooms, 
By dusty road with privet hedge 

On London’s near suburban edge. 


His garden to each toiler seems, 
Fulfilment of forgotten dreams. 
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LASHIO 


(On the Burma-Chinese Frontier) 


AIN would I go to Lashio, 
That’s east-north-east of Maymyo. 

And what should I look out for there ? 
Rolling hills, some green, some bare, 
And from China the long road 
On which the flooding stream has flowed - 
Of furthest Eastern merchandise, 
Year in, year out, across the rise: 
The -train of bullocks I shall sight 
Moving to the driver’s talk, 
And stick’s light tapping, left and right, 
With crawling pace and shuffling walk, 
And thus shall meet a caravan, 
From Chinaland, and, man to man, 
Might speak with the Chinese and hear 
The tones of a lost hemisphere, 
And whisperings out of Kuen-Lun 
And songs from past the rising sun. 
Laden they’ll come with silk and jade, 
Broideries fine in China made, 
Shawls of every varied hue, 
Pearls and coats of glorious blue, 
Ginger, tea and all such wares, 
To scatter through the village fairs. 
So, in a narrow Rangoon street, 
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Of Chinese quarter, if I meet 

A Chinaman with Chinese face, 

With pack of silk, brocade and lace, 
Pll say, “‘ Came you by Lashio, 
That’s east-north-east of Maymyo?” 
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TWO SONGS 


HE wheels that trundle past, 
The trampling horses’ feet, 
' The throbbing engines, and the blast 
Of traffic’s thudding clang 
Upon the ears unceasing beat 
In notes all deep-resounding : 
*Tis thus the city sang. 


The choir of leafy trees, 

The madrigal of birds, 

The cuckoo’s canticle, the bees 
With drowsy hum of wings, 

The distant lowing pastured herds; 
The speech of nature’s children: 
’Tis thus the country sings. 
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THE SECOND CHOICE 


DREAMT dreams long ago, 
In the morning of my days, 
Of travelling to and fro 
On deep sea-ways. 
I knew where I fain would fare, 
Sailing from land to land; 
Towards countries stark and bare, 
Towards stretches of grass and sand: 
Yet I came to another mind, 
I who my fate should find 
On a dreary office seat, 
In a dingy, noisy street. 


Now I came to love the street 
Where passing all day long 

Went the trailing, pounding feet 
Of a surging, busy throng, 

That to and fro in a tide, 

So to me it would ever seem, 
Would ebb and flow and subside,— 
And I had forgotten my dream ! 
Small things may our lives uproot, 
For pointing a new trade-route, 
As it were in some keen derision, 
My finger recalled my vision. 
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So I voyaged the seas in truth, 
On ocean tramps I sailed, 

I lived the dreams of my youth 
Which the city had mistily veiled ; 
I knew where I fain would fare 
As I sailed from land to land, 
And sought for countries bare, 
With stretches of grass and sand: 
- So I prayed to see the veldt 

By the moon and Orion’s belt 


And the stars and the Southern Cross: 
Not a thought nor of gain nor of loss. 


I sailed by many a coast 

‘For a year or two almost, 
Somaliland glazed with heat, 

I passed, and Zanzibar 

With the aroma of fragrant clove 
And luscious fruits to eat, 

And the medley one learns to love 
In the haunts of the old bazaar ; 
_I saw too Mozambique, 

Serene, austere, unique, 

A foreign fortress to behold, 

A city gloried of old. 


Next Beira, unholy spot, 
Under a leaden sky, 
Heavy and cruel and hot 
To the casual passer-by, 


a8 


‘ 
a 


Ad Vitam 


With sand that was everywhere, 
And scarlet flowers on the trees, 
That seemed all mocking to stare 
At those who prayed for a breeze ; 
Then my ever fretting feet 

Left Durban rich and sweet, 

And sought the Karroo or the veldt, 
Where once in dreams I dwelt. 


Now there rose on port of the ship 
The Mountain mist-enshrouded, 
And Capetown lay in the dip, 

All greyish and overclouded: 

I landed and headed north, 

So free in my setting forth, 

To reach the Karroo’s great stretch 
And find what no gold can fetch, 
The freedom for which I strove, 
Fulfilment of dreams I wove. 


I crossed Hex River Range, 

Rose-pink at dawn, 

And sighted a great land change: 

So the city clerk was drawn 

Out of his dull routine 

To this imagined scene 

Where the sky arched to the sun, 

And space and time seemed one, 

And my spirit went leaping forth 

Towards the plain that’s beyond the north. 
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I went up to the high veldt, 

All green and grey it dwelt, 
Broken with flowers that Iie 
Like pools of morning sky, 
Dropped in the plain to break 
The stretches of grass and thorn, 
And I chose my pitch, for sake 
Of a dream and a hope forlorn: 

I fought the stones for years 

In a seeming life’s long span, 
With a struggle that almost sears 
The bravest spirit of man; 

I fought the weeds as well— 
And I lived in what seemed like hell. 


I sowed good seed in the soil 

In the fairest days of the year ; 

The rain mocked at my toil 

And rotted the corn in the ear; 

I battled with dryness and dust, 

And pests and thorns and flies, 

Till it seemed as if I had won, 

And could laugh at the croaker’s lies 
And the ways that nature would flout 
One who had chosen this life ; 

For I sighted the end of the strife :— 
Then this season there came a drought. 


~ 


I dreamt dreams yesterday 
In the veldt’s still night, 
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Of a city worker’s day 

And the unceasing fight 

With all that is small of intent— 

With weariness, dinginess, drudge— 
Of the things that give him content ; 
And yet is it we who can judge ? 

He delights in the fireside at night 
And all that is cosy and bright: 
Without are the sounds of the city. 

Is it him or me one should pity ? 
Backward I glance not nor ask 

To desert the unending task ; 

Do I curse at the silence without, 

Till loneliness courage shall rout, 

And I crave for the sounds of a street ?P 
I’ve played out the cards that were dealt, 
I repine not—the fret of my feet 

Has led to the loneliest veldt :-— 

I have chosen undaunted my ways, 

I ask not for pity nor praise. 
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A CITY SONG 


AR-AWAY meadows, leafy trees, 
The pasture spangled with the flowers of 
spring, 
Scent of the hay fields in the evening breeze, 
Though city-pent, your fragrance I would sing. 


Far-away meadows, teach me soon — 

A piercing gladness or some heart’s keen ache, 
Lest I forget in life’s more naked noon 

The meadow-lore I gleaned and now forsake. 


Far-away meadows, may trees shed 

Their snow-white burden, while the river slips 

Silent through blossom-scattered reedy bed, 

Where songs of spring are piped on woodland 
lips. 


Far-away meadows, let me rest 

Face downwards, cowslip-nestled in the mead, 
Just where the bank lies on the river’s breast, 
And learn anew the song of wind and reed. 
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THE ROMAN ROAD ON THE MOOR 


OME, Rome, great Rome, her mark is on the 
moor, — 
The road unwavering, straight, without a fork, 
Unbared, stone-paved, is leading south to York, 
Wind-swept, exposed and rain-drenched as of yore. 


Some Roman master once bade the road be, 

And at his proud command the road was made, 
And white the stones on the shifting heath were laid 
Above the narrow rushing Wheeldale Gill, 

Towards Pickering’s ancient fort across the hill. 
Mayhap a youth in Roman armour stood 

Sentry by day or night to guard the road, 

Nor in the stranger land too happy he; 

To the sun-god he sang his hymn of praise, 

And thus bemoaned his plight and dreary days: 


‘Rome, Rome, great Rome, a thousand leagues away, 
The moorland road doth southward point to home. 
We sojourn here unceasing day by day, 

The biting winds and blasting, lashing rains 

Of this strange icy land 

Give fear to us who planned 

To conquer all the world, 

With Roman flag unfurled. 

Oh! sunlit, broad Italian plains, 
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Soon would we part with all our warlike gains 
For just a sight of Rome. 


“Hold us not here, wild moorland, purple-grey, 
The home-turned road beguiling calls away ; 
The moorland, wide outstretching, bidding us stay, 
Each day our spirit galls 

And bitterly recalls 

The city hill-enfolded, bringing to mind 

Our boyhood stern, that seems enshrined 

In some new gladness by our sojourn here; 

The Capitol, the Forum grow more dear, 

The temples call us back across the seas 

To praise and worship gods of love and ease. 


“ Haply a charioteer who passes by 

Will bid us all good cheer: ‘ What news for Rome ?’ 
To those new-levied troops joining our guard, 
‘What news from home P ’ we say. 

Be it good or bad, or grave or gay, 

A greeting straight from home 

Were for our durance here some slight reward. 
This hill-entrenchéd road we guard too long, 
Who to the great sun-god have prayed a song; 
Ah! there’s the sun, pale by our Roman sun, 

And the great moon by night stares at us coldly: 
For us who guard the moor, mayhap one day 

The fates will point the southward way, 

And we shall follow boldly.” 
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Rome, Rome, great Rome, her mark is on the moor ; 
The road, unwavering, straight, without a fork, 
Unbared, stone-laid, is leading south to York, 
Wind-swept, exposed, and rain-drenched as before. 
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THE UNBRIDLED MOOR 


HE moor is at the door; 
Its seal was set upon the land 
Thousands of years before: 
Nature, expectant, drew and planned 
This great expanse of moor. 


On long grey days it rears 

‘Its head aloft and through the folds 
Of cloud and mist it peers: 

Gloom and foreboding grim it holds, 
And loneliness and fears. 


Sinister doom in its glance, 
Beauty concealing fell design ; 
The fretted slopes, where dance 
Sunbeams behind a lonely pine, 
Its eeriness enhance. 


Why do I fear it so? 

The farm was on its very edge, 
Armoured by streams that flow 
Through serried border-lands of sedge, 
Rustling when breezes blow. 


I dreamt a dream one night, 

How the heath was a sheet of flame; 
I heard it roar delight 

As nearer the little house it came :— 
A lurid, vivid sight. 
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Through glowing summer days 

The moorland seemed claiming its own, 
Shimmering in the heat-haze 

The heather bloomed where seed was sown, 
Victor in fifty ways. 


One day my dream came true, 

A heath fire was close to the farm, 
A wind fanned it and blew 

Up to the door the lingering harm, 
Ruthless. as flame it flew. 


Sinister doom for the land, 

The moor came again to its own, 
Where Nature once had planned 
In pride, a thousand years agone, 
Heather and silence and sand. 
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LONELINESS 


WAY on mountain-tops afar, 
Somewhere is loneliness enshrined : 

And there beneath a lonely star 
Echo the songs of those alone 
Who once unending pain divined ; 
The murmurs of a wild wind’s moan 
Are the chorale, and there sing 
The saddest things upon the earth, 
Yet sweet and lovely in their birth :— 
Sighs and love-lilts and withering leaves, 
And multitudinous the tears 
Of glistening raindrops from the eaves, 
And yet to loneliness they bring 
A beauty that transcends all fears. 
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ELEMENTAL 


OUNG as the new moon’s light and old as the 
ray of a star, 
O’er the horizon the soul of a man from afar 
Came with a glad venturing spirit to life and its 
living, 
And for loving a heart strong and steadfast and 
generous in giving. 


Quivering with life, yet dreading him who shall 
daringly tame, 

Out of the woodland the soul of a woman came, 

Dreaming ever, and scorning life’s highest rapture, 

Fled she before him, with fear of her joy in the 
capture. 
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CUPID OF THE UPLAND 


F the unfettered world am I, 
And you of pastures bred; 
I fared from distant hills and sky, 
' By sylvan ways you sped. 


I knew not fear’s enduring thrall, 
From love I could not flee; 

You only heard love’s fainter call, 
From love you set me free. 
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A THOUGHT 


HO knows at all how fair or not 
A thought may be, 
Yet let it be my happy lot 
Your thought to see. 


Your thought of me just let me guess, 
If sweet or no, 

If each to each were one jot less, 
Then would I go. 
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TO A FRIEND 


OUR path is not so near 
To life’s last end, 
Nor mine so far astray, 
That we need vaguely peer, 
'Dreading the road’s new bend 
Or parting by the way. 


Ah! many a year may go— 
Even my day may come 
Ere sounds your later call, 

- Or death your life o’erthrow: 
Early and swift for some 
The autumn leaves may fall. 


Nor caught you up has eld, 
You have a boy-heart still, 
In all your life’s long toll 
The cup of youth you held, 
Adventuring o’er the hill, 
With music in your soul. 


Though you have fared so far, 
With many a changing chance, 
Yet here are jocund days, 

That nought untoward can mar; 
Forward nor back we glance, 

But walk in peaceful ways. 
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A QUESTION 


IKE little flowers about my feet, 
Like stars of evening dew, 
My thoughts are ever bright and sweet, 
My friendship’s thoughts of you. 


As flocking birds in autumn roam, 
As bees unto the hive, 

My thoughts of you go winging home 
And at your door arrive. 


Your thoughts, I ask within my heart, 
Are they of joy or pain? 

And will they bind us close or part 
When next we meet again ?P 


43 


Ad Vitam 


LOOKING FORWARD 


HE dreary days, when will they go? 
. The threnody, how sad, how long! 
The autumn trees are wailing low 
A sorrow song. 


The singing days, when will they come ?. 

The ringing songs, when shall I sing ? 

Even the woodland birds are dumb, 
Awaiting spring. 
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THE WAYFARER’S SONG 


WILL set forth and sing of sorrow, 
And all the passing years, 
And I will greet a brave to-morrow, 
And stay the dropping tears. 


I will uphold the haughty gods 
Who punish men’s disdain, 

I will endure their beating rods, 
Till gladness come again. 


I will expel the pain that stings, 
And weave a song of praise 

For the strange flame of joy that springs 
From dreary sorrow days: 


A song both delicate and rare, 
Presaging happy hours, 

Whilst I a wanderer’s joy-load bear 
’Midst meadowland and flowers. 


I will be singing on my way 
Ere the late moon uprise ; 

I will be faring at break of day, 
With the starlight in my eyes. . 
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LIFE 


AWN on the upland, 
Bud in the woodland; 

Spring upon earth, 

Life at its birth. 


Noon on the moorland, 

Growth in the meadowland ; 
Summer’s brief span, 
The zenith of man. 


Dusk on the grassland, 
Fruit in the orchard land; 
The autumn of life, 

Calm without strife. 


Night on the upland, 

Sleep in the woodland ; 
Winter on earth, 
Death that is birth. 
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FRANCE 


HE sun shines, the moon shines, 
The little sunbeams dance; 
The stars are bright o’er trench lines 
Out in France. 


The young men, the old men, 
They took a fighting chance, 
And, loving life, surrendered life 
Out in France. 


They scorned death, they met death; 
’Twas like a great romance: 
Our faithless world regained its faith 
There, in France. 


The sun sets, the moon sets, 
The dawn-lit dewdrops glance, 
Where lie the graves the world forgets, 
Out in France. 
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AD VITAM 
(1917) 


ONG time ago were faces fair and gay, 
Youth with its lissomness and splendid way: 
What paleness now! 


Long time ago I heard clear voices ringing, 
Of health and joy and brightness they were singing: 
What silence now! 


Long time ago the sturdy limbs were moving 
O’er hill and vale, through field and city roving: 
What quiet now! 


War’s battle-cry came sounding through the air ; 
They heard and answered to its noisy blare: 
What ardour then! 


The trumpet-blast bade them be speeding on, 
Their call had come; they heard it and were gone: 
What swiftness then ! 


Their strong, straight limbs were ready for the fight, 
Through all the baleful days their hearts were light: 
What courage then ! 


With faces to the foe, bright in their going, 
They met the tide of death, strong in its flowing. 
What glory now! 
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TO WILL 


SUNBEAM shone on my path to-day; 
What was it like P you say— 
Fair hair and curly head, gold-flecked and smiling. 


A bright flower bloomed by my side to-day; 

What is it like ? you say— 

Blue-eyed and _ silken-cheeked, dew-bright and 
dimpling. 


A small bird hopped to my door to-day ; 
What is it like ? you say— 
Gay-voiced and merry-tongued, lilting and singing. 


Ten years old is a boy to-day; 


What is he like ? you say— 
True heart and happy heart, joyous and loving. 


49 


Ad Vitam 


THE DEATH OF A YOUNG MAN 


OU saw a swallow cross the lake, 

You heard a cuckoo’s note let fall: 
I saw a soul its passing make, 

Passing beyond recall. 


You felt the strength of spring’s warm breath 
Lightly defeating winter’s frost; 

I saw a young life fighting death; 
For life, a victory lost. 
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TO MARGARET BUCKNILL 


OON-PRINCESS, Margaret, farewell ! 
Your fragile way 
Too swift you sped, who your sweet spell 
On us did lay. 


Lonely by wonted paths we walk, 
*Midst memories sweet 

Of loving looks and playful talk, 
Or quaint conceit. 


The flowers you loved, the brightest hued, 
That decked your room, 

May they with your delight imbued 
The fairer bloom. 


You left a beam of love behind 
Too dear to tell, 

Save that it kindles heart and mind 
To labour well. 


You are set free, nor grief shall mar, 
Nor pain, nor age; 

You tarried not, but found afar 
Your heritage. 
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CHILDHOOD’S FLOWERS 


EE! in the meadow all the flowers, 
Sky-tinged forget-me-nots and sorrel spears, 
The dandelions that count the hours, 
The ox-eye daisies that confirm love’s fears. 


In woods the early summer leaves 

Have burst their buds and broken into green ; 

In brushwood, here a sod upheaves, 
And lords-and-ladies fresh and sheathed are seen. 


The moon-pale eyebright, milkwort blue, 
Veronica and cross-flowered tormentil, 
Wild thyme and saffron crowfoot too, 
Are up and out and flowering on the hill. 


The peewits swaying in their flight, 

And mazing crookedly across the lock, 
With fluttering hustle oft alight, 

And rise again in quivering noisy flock. - 


The meadows, hillside, stream, I search 
To see if still a child I knew should fare 

About the heath, beside the birch, 
Gathering mingled posies everywhere. 
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TIME’S GIFTS 


ASKED of time that it should send 
Unmingled gladness, 

And threescore years for me to spend 
Untouched by sadness. 


I lived for thirty years or more, 
Knew pain and gloom, 

Saw care and dolour come and go, 
Sadness my doom. 


And just as joy seemed close at last, 
Bright, unalloyed, 

Behold I saw it slipping past, 
Broken, destroyed. 


Reckless, I prayed that time should give 
Sorrow more drear, 

One other day in which to live, 
My soul to sear. 


I lived another thirty years, 
My prayer despite, 

And though I wept a thousand tears, 
My heart is light. 
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For I have found, though grief may mar 
‘The passing days, ‘ 
Some purpose penetrates afar, 
In strangest ways. 
It leads us to the heart of things 
By paths unguessed ; 
Of joy’s eternity who ‘sings a 
Is surely blessed. 
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THE QUEST 


N some darkling summer wood 
Perhaps I'll find, 

When in a lonely sorrowed mood, 
Joy undivined. » 

Bfteome tippling rivulet 
Perhaps I’ll see, 

When on a jocund errand set, 
Some grief for me. 


On some dull road or flowerless mead, 
Expecting nought 

Of joy or grief, perhaps I’ll read 
The truth I sought. 
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